HUNT
"Oh my dear son, hunt, hunt, a pleasant trip
"Oh my papa,hunt, hunt, a glomy grip."
At single edge, both gloomy and pleasant,
One feel death dreaden and joy excite.
Pity stirs in the heart of humble offsfring,
And also passer by in their leisure spring,
Whom you attribute the deed great or mean?
Is it for hunter or hunted soul's moan,
An ant by chick, chick by fox, fox by dog, the dog by man
The worm by rat, rat by cat, cat by dog, the dog by man
A squirrel by kite, kite by eagle, the eagle by man
Insects by dove, by hawk, the hawk by man
A fish by big, by bigger, by whale, the whale by man
The quadrupeds in the jungle by tiger, the tiger by man
A poor by rich, a rich by sturdy, the sturdy by fate
With lives, alike, in far and wide in flight
FATE gambles and gambol in dark and light